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"Do you think you are so much cleverer than I?"
"I should say that I am a person of more ex-
perience."
"You would find it a case in which experience
would not help you."
"How do you know? Supposing I were a detec-
tive, for instance. Would not my previous experi-
ence in questioning and cross-questioning possible
criminals be of some service to me?"
There was the faintest glimmer of a smile upon
her lips.
"Then you admit that I might be a possible crim-
inal," she said.
"I can't imagine you a criminal at all. That is
why I should like to have your confidence and help
you to get out of this mess."
"How do you know that I am in a mess?"
"It is perfectly obvious that you are," he de-
clared. "You are a part sharer at any rate in your
own secret, whatever that may be. You know all
about the mystery of Spenser's wild behaviour, you
are more than anxious that I should not fall into a
panic and leave you here."
"What makes you jump to that conclusion?" she
demanded.
"I mean that without trusting me you realize
very well that I am a man to be trusted, and if any-
thing is to happen you feel that you will be safer if
I am somewhere within call."
"I consider you," she said deliberately, "to be a
perfectly blended mixture of self-confidence and
conceit. I give you up. I will have no more to do